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THE DUBLIN PENNY JOURNAL. 



month sence, a young lady, Miss Rafferty by name, fell into 
the same watherfaU, and was nigh hand drownded ; and in- 
deed would be to this day, but for a young man that jumped 
in afther her ; indeed a smart slip iv a young man he was j 
he was out o' Francis-street, I hear, and coorted her sence, 
ami they wor married, I'm given to undherstand ; and indeed 
a purty couple they wor.) Well, as I said, afther flutterin' 
over the wood a little bit, to plaze herself, the goose flew 
down, and lit at the fut o* the king, as fresh as a daisy, afther 
fiyin' roun' his dominions, just as if she had'nt flew three 
perch. Well, my dear, it was a beautiful sight to see the 
king staudin' with his mouth open, lookin' at his poor ould 
goose fiyin' as light as a lark, and betther nor ever she was ; 
and when she lit at his fut, he patted her an' the head, and 
' ma vourneen,' says he, ' but you are the darlint o' the world.' 
" ' And what do you say to me,' says Saint ■ Kavin, ' for 
makin' her the like ?' ' I say,' says the king, ' that nothin' 
bates the art o' man, barrin' the bees.' And do you say no 
more nor that ?' says St. Kavin. ' And that I'm bchoulden 
to you,' says the king. ' But will you gie me, all the ground 
the goose flewn over ?' 6ays St. Kavin. ' I will,' says King 
O'Toole, ' and you're welkim to it,' says he, ' though it's the 
last acre I have to give.' ' It's well for you,' says St. Kavin, 
mighty sharp, ' for if you did'nt say that word, the devil re- 
ccavB the bit o' your goose id ever fly again !' says St. Kavin. 
" Well, whin the king was as good as his word, St. Kavin 
was plazed with him, and says he, ' King O'Toole, you're 
a dacent man, I only came here to thry you. You don't 
know me,' says he, * I'm deceavin' you all out, I'm not myself 
at all !' ' Blur-an-agers thin,' says the king, ' if you are not. 
yourself, who are you ?' ' I'm Saint Kavin,' said the saint, 
blessin' himself. ' Oh, queen iv heaven,' says the king, makin' 
the crass bctune his eyes, and fallin' down an his kness before 
the saint, ' is it the great Saint Kavin,' says he, ' that ' I've 
been discoorsin' all this time, without knowing it,' says he, 
■ all as one as if he was a lump iv a gossoon 1 and so you're a 
saint,' says the king. ' I am,' says Saint Kavin, ' the greatest 
of all the saints !' For Saint Kavin, you must know, Sir,' 
said Joe, ' is counted the greatest of all the saints, bekase he 
went to school with the prophet Jeremiah. 

" Well, my dear, that's the way that.the place came all at 
wanst into the hands of Saint Kavin ; for the goose flewn 
round every individyal acre o' King O'Toola's property, bein' 
let into the saycret by St. Kavin, who was mighty cute ; and 
the king had his goose as good as new, and the saint supported 
him, afther he kern into his property, antil the day av his 
death ; and when he was gone, Saint Kavin gave him an illi- 
gant wake and a beautiful berrin ;' and more betoken, he said 
mass fir his sow!, an' tuk care av his goose." 



IRISH MINSTRELSY. 

The Irish are enthusiastically attached to every thing con- 
nected with their native land. We believe that many who 
do not understand the characters of the Irish tongue will yet 
be glad to see them in our periodical, and if this department 
of our labours be approved, we will continue, from time to 
time, to present the most choice of the bardic remains of Ire- 
land to our readers. 

The aptitude of the Irish language for lyric poetry has been 
often observed. The poetry of many of our songs is indeed 
already music without the aid of a tune. The harmony and 
cadence of the Scottish dialect of the English tongue have 
flung peculiar charms round the rural poetry of Scotland, and 
the language of the Italians has been deservedly celebrated 
for imparting these qualities to their admired productions. 
But let.the Irish reader compare with any of them the fol- 
lowing version of Molly a Store. 

co<(m& d)tusLe. 

•cf (Db<i;rie Cbujfis ! a bbl&tb na fjnne, 

3beJ5 <w opjch n-j&fi o'n f>l<xjrt, 
Deal if b]nne ria 'n cba<xcb a;/t b;te, 

&px$ tir roe-y*; a' n-jarrgcobb bey/- ; 
f>lj tej/t b<\mb cojnged, ctfyt ntt pujjteo.nnj 

U;ovbb bo mbejr"je, <x rie bbeAg mna ; 
Stftjb-bbecvo roba^eacb. mbeubujjb <x/t majris, 

Ocb ! jao b'j:o.Uo.jr)5 Ijom 30 15. ! 



Sbjubbo.1 me tfrttxxcb, <x'r Z° Qonntr-fcjle, 

go bjtojcbecvb-ajtbe, <x'f <vjft a.]f <x Mf, 
^o CecitbcvtLacb *Z a r 5° bun-pcvteriu;cc, 

Smbajl CQb^e "J j:b<xe<vjbb me : 
C5j/-b;bbe fytba <xjji C<xcb^]bb hanc, 

CDttjtcj-bluajb s^tlbA eriojb fa'n mntvoj ; 
CDa b'jmebjsb tu, C0baj,te, 2 o bb-ptybb tu jrl&», 

'S 50 n-beanjrcibb bo *-gajle fOluf jftngrijan. 



>Sj 



(D&;/te 50 bejmbjr/, <xa piannba brieagb 
lejnbb, 
If y-ejmbjbbe V jr-.be;y-e b'a bb-pjt le 

if pjob mart -an l;le, a. r"jt mart en 5-crtjOy-bal, 
•Cf gftuabb yf bejjtje 'n<x p5f b'a bbrie&jbacbfc: 
bodjtujftjbbe n<x q\apne,<x'fa j-Crtu^njujbabb 
ujle, 
f^lct'rt robo/t an cumay- a 5-cujt aj/t fragbajl, 
NJ t/ajgbear-jrabb ar> arirtcyng, acci bul trijom 
ta/ty-rja, 
<fcbc po;gjn mbeala 6'b fcbejljo tajy, elapb. 



TRANSLATION.. 

Oh! Mary dear! bright- peerless flower, 

Pride of the plains of Nair, 
Behold me droop through each dull hour, 

In soul-consuming care. 
In friends^-in wine— where joy was found — 

No joy I now can see ; ' 
But still while pleasure reigns around, 

I sigh — arid think of thee. 

The cuckoo's notes I love- to hear, 

When summer warms the sties ; 
When, fresh the banks and brakes appear, 

And flowers around us rise : 
That blithe bird sings her song so clear, 

And she sings where the sun-beams shine— 
Her voice is sweet — but Mary dear, 

Not half so sweet as thine. 

From town to town I've idly strayed, 

I've wander'd many a mile ; 
I've met with many a blooming maid, 

And own'd her charms the while : 
I've gaz'd on some that then seem'd fair, 

But when thy looks I see, 
I find there's none that can compare, 

My Mary, dear, with thee ! 

Hardiman's Irish Minstrelsy. 

TO OCR READERS. 
Our First Number is not so varied in its contents as we 
wished it to be, and as it is in our power to make it : yet we 
present it as a specimen of what we can do, leaving it to the 
public to decide on what we will do. We would not vainly 
boast, neither would we recklessly promise ; but we may be 
permitted to say this much, that we are neither ashamed of 
our handiwork, nor afraid of keeping it up. It is an Irish un- 
dertaking altogether—Irish paper, Irish printing, the wood- 
cut was done . expressly for this number by an Irishman— 
Clayton — and we therefore claim Irish support. The expense 
of producing such a periodical is great ; but very moderate 
profits will suffice us, if our countrymen only second our en- 
deavours to wipe off the stigma which has, we do trust falsely, 
been affixed to Irish spirit and to Irish literature. 
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